Wheels and Butterflies

JOHN CORBET. Jonathan Swift, whose spirit seemed
to be present to-night*

MRS. HENDERSON. What ?   That dirty old man ?

JOHN CORBET. He was neither old nor dirty when
Stella and Vanessa loved him.

MRS. HENDERSON. I saw him very clearly just as
I woke up. His clothes were dirty, his face covered
with boils* Some disease had made one of his eyes
swell up, it stood out from his face like a hen's egg.

JOHN CORBET. He looked like that in his old
age. Stella had been dead a long time. His brain
had gone, his friends had deserted him. The man
appointed to take care of him beat him to keep him
quiet*

MRS. HENDERSON. Now they are old, now they
are young. They change all in a moment as their
thought changes. It is sometimes a terrible thing
to be out of the body, God help us all.

DR. TRENCH [at doorway]. Come along, Corbet.
Mrs. Henderson is tired out.

JOHN CORBET. Good-bye, Mrs. Henderson, [fife
goes out with Dr. Trend. All tic sitters except Miss
Mackennat who has returned to her room, pass along the
passage on their way to tie front door. Mrs. Henderson
counts the money, Jinds her purse> which is in a vase on
the mantelpiece^ and puts the money in it.]

MRS. HENDERSON. How tired I am I I'd be the
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